

HUSBAND’S FORCED FEMINISATION MENTAL HOSPITAL MAKEOVER SISSY HUMILIATION

1/The Crack Up

‘You need to go to the doctor, we can’t continue like this. Well, I can’t – and you need help.’ Diane, my wife said.

All I could think of was how much I desired her, in her power dressed business suit, of black, fitted jacket, red, satin blouse, short black skirt, black stockings and five inch heeled stilettoes; black hair austerely swept back from her thickly made-up face, with its outlined red lips, rouged cheek bones, eyes darkly outlined in black. I desired her, but this was tinged with great sadness. Sadness, because she hadn’t wanted to have sex, or indeed any intimate contact, with me, for months.

Her words were cold and unsympathetic. At first, she had seemed understanding and caring about my breakdown, which had meant that I felt unable to keep up my stressful City job.  It had been agreed that I would have a couple of weeks rest from the pressure of that particular post, and then look for something else. However, rather than search the internet for jobs, and send my cv out to as many places as possible, I’d become increasingly anxious and depressed. I’d stopped going out, or doing anything much at all, apart from watching daytime tv, and YouTube videos, and Diane had become increasingly impatient with me. Now she’d issued me with an ultimatum,

I felt guilty and ashamed. Even more guilty and ashamed than before, which is a symptom of severe anxiety. Now, it wasn’t just me who was suffering, since I’d lost my job and sank into depression, but I was making my wife suffer as well. I knew that I ought to seek professional help, although I didn’t really want to.

2/Doctor Bingham

Anyway, Diane had arranged an appointment for me with a psychiatrist at the local hospital -Dr. Bingham, Dr. Sarah Bingham, and I decided that I ought to attend. Well, I didn’t have much choice, after Diane’s ultimatum.

The doctor looked at me over her glasses as if I was a piece of crap scraped from the sole of her shoe, and I recoiled at her stare. She was quite scary looking: tall, with tied back blonde hair, high necked, white blouse, beneath a dark red jacket.  When she stood up, I saw that she wore a long, pleated, black skirt, that hugged her hips, and four-inch heels. But it was her cold blue eyes and piercing, unsmiling stare, that really made her scary. That, and the way she spoke to me-

‘Hmm, I’m not sure whether you are actually mentally-ill, or if it’s your personality that’s at fault.’

‘But I’ve always been a strong, determined person’ I said.

‘But you aren’t now, are you?’

‘No’ I said, sadly ‘no, I’m not – because I’m suffering from anxiety and depression.’

‘Hmm – I think a spell in hospital could help you- give you some respite from stress, help you recharge your batteries and give your wife some respite too.’

She looked down at her pad on the desk before her, and I realised I was dismissed. I certainly didn’t want to go into hospital, but I also realised that I was strangely turned on by the manner of this dominant woman, as I had been by my wife. I now had two dominant women in my life, making me aroused as they condemned me, with no chance of actual sex with either of them. Was my illness turning me into a masochist?

3/Hospitalised – Meets Gwen and Helen

So, I became an inpatient in the psychiatric ward of the local hospital. The hospital felt pretty alienating, but on the other

hand it was a refuge from the outside world. I didn’t have to go out to work, or do anything, but I also found it hard to mix with the other patients, and there was little to do to lose myself in, and escape the painful thoughts turning over and over in my head. Mealtimes were a problem, in particular. I didn’t really like sitting at a table with other patients, not because I had anything against them, or felt superior, but being too close to other people made me feel anxious.

But the only table I was able to sit at was where two fortyish women, Helen and Gwen always sat. They seemed unthreatening, as well as being attractive, so I began sitting there at every meal time. They didn’t speak much to me, but they would often whisper to each other and giggle. I couldn’t help thinking that they were laughing at me.  As I said, we hardly spoke, but after one evening meal Gwen, the older of the two, an attractively mature woman, with bobbed black hair, a black and white checked skirt, just above the knee, and a tight black sweater, outlining her ample breasts, immaculately made up with red lipstick and darkly outlined eyes, spoke to me –

‘You’re such a pretty boy.  We could make you up to look like a gorgeous woman, you know. We once did it with another young chap who was here, Chris. It was a good laugh, he loved it.’

I immediately recoiled from this. I was aware that I was quite ‘pretty’ for a man, with my blonde hair, blue eyes and high cheekbones, but I had a complex about this, and about my masculinity generally. I definitely didn’t want to be considered effeminate or gay, which I wasn’t. In fact, I was very attracted to women. However, another reason for my repugnance at their suggestion was because it triggered a buried memory from my teenage years– of raiding my mother’s makeup bag, and making myself up before the mirror, then masturbating at my reflection. Why I felt compelled to do this, I didn’t know – I just knew it was a very strong compulsion.

This had begun with being turned on by looking at photos of women in my brother’s Photo play film magazine, of female film stars of the time wearing heavy makeup, and with tight, low cut dresses and high heeled shoes, and being sexily aroused by the images. Looking at such photos turned into a fetish, for heavy makeup and sexy women’s clothes – high heels and stockings, etc. I went from admiring woman like this, to wanting to dress like one. I even began to have fantasies about going out dressed as a woman, though I remained straight in my desires – for women not men. Though, I had to admit that I did begin to have fantasies about being anally penetrated.

I had deep shame at my cross-dressing inclinations, and as I said, I’d buried the memory of putting on my mother’s makeup. So, Gwen’s suggestion triggered my shameful memories. But, at the same time as I was rejecting her proposal, I realised that my cock was hardening.

‘Go on’ Gwen said ‘I’ll be a bit of fun - we’ll make you look like a very convincing woman.’

These were two attractive women, who’d hardly spoken to me before, who were now suggesting involving me in something quite intimate – well actually very arousing for me: someone who was lonely, and craved female contact, my wife seldom visiting me, and when she did, she seemed cold and distant, as if blaming me for my own misfortune. Why did Gwen and Helen want to do such a thing in the first place? Did it arouse them too?  I’d always had a thing for older women, and this also involved feelings of wanting to be humiliated and dominated.

Against my will, and what I’d intended to say, which was ‘thanks, but no thanks,’ I heard a voice, my voice, say –

‘Ok then - when do you want to this?’

‘Well, why not this evening?’ Helen has her own room, we can do it there – come around after dinner tonight.

I felt my face reddening –

‘OK.’

What had I let myself in for? Well, I didn’t have to go through with it. But I couldn’t stop thinking about it

I waited half an hour, before, and that evening, I nervously and full of foreboding, but also very excited, made my way down the corridor to Helen’s room.

I tentatively knocked on the door, looking anxiously around, but there was no one else there. Everyone was in the Day Room watching TV, with the nurses congregated around their station, watching them.

‘Come in’ I heard Gwen’s voce.

I entered the room – Helen sat on a chair before a mirror, and Helen sprawled on the bed. Her skirt had risen up her thighs, and I got a glimpse of silky thigh above dark, patterned stocking tops, which sent a shiver of desire through me. They appeared relaxed, happy.

Helen, the younger of the two – slim and quiet, with rich chestnut coloured hair streaming over her shoulders, and wearing tight jeans showing off her pert bottom, and a tight, white t shirt, indicated that I sit before the mirror.

‘Right let’s get going.’ Gwen got off the bed, and came towards me carrying a makeup bag.

‘We’re going to have some fun with you darling – you’ll make a lovely girl, you really will.’ She said.

Helen brushed my thick blonde hair – ‘He already looks a lot like a girl’ she said.

I felt a hardening between my legs, as she began applying creams to my face, then eyeliner, mascara, false eyelashes, lipliner and pink lipstick. Before long, my face was plastered in thick, slutty makeup, and I couldn’t believe the transformation. I felt attracted to myself, a self that didn’t really look like me, but like a sexy woman.

But there was more to come, as she reached behind me and picked up a wig of cascading, blonde ringlets, and placed it carefully on my head.

‘You do look pretty’ Gwen said, I could even fancy you myself.’

‘Look – he’s really turned on.’ Helen said, indicating the huge bulge in my trousers. We can’t let him leave here in that state.’

‘No’ Gwen replied ‘there’s only one thing for it. Who’s going to do the honours?’

‘I’ll let you, I’ll enjoy just watching.’

I wondered what the heck they were talking about, but I soon found out, when Gwen produced a large black, sausage shaped object with straps hanging from it. As she fastened it around, her waist, I realised what it was.

‘No’ I said ‘I definitely don’t want that.’

‘I think he doth protest too much’ Helen laughed, indicating my crotch. I looked down at the outline of my cock straining against the fabric like a bargepole.

But I had never been anally penetrated before, and it did fill me with dread, as well as excitement. However, as Gwen briskly pulled my trousers and pants down, I realised that my cock certainly seemed in favour. Helen helped ensure the gross black object was properly in place. It looked so big. Surely that could never go up inside me.

But I let Gwen gently push me over a low table, while Helen gently but firmly held my shoulders. I felt the coldness of lube slapped onto my arsehole, then the probing of the tip of the black monster, before Gwen began to press it into me.  At first it was so uncomfortable, and I moaned in pain, and felt split in two, but as it went more deeply into me, a wave of pleasure such as I’d never really experienced during normal sex, swept over me. Gwen well and truly fucked me, her hips in a rhythm, pressing right up inside me, to the very core of my being, it seemed, until I suddenly came, with an explosion of thick white spunk arcing over the floor.

I slumped forward over hit table, spent, all my pent-up frustration relieved. All the months without sex with my wife, requited in this transgressive way, with a fellow psychiatric hospital patient whom I hardly knew –

‘Thank you’ I muttered hoarsely, moved at their kindness towards me.

‘You’re more than welcome sweetheart’ Gwen replied ‘we enjoyed it too you know.’

4/Feminisation Therapy

But the following morning, I was summoned to see Dr. Bingham.

She looked at me sternly – well, she always looked at me like that, as if I was guilty of some crime. She looked down at her computer screen for a few moments, before addressing me. She spoke impersonally, without warmth or human feeling, as if to a laboratory specimen.

‘You said that you’re not homosexual, but spoke of not feeling very masculine and being anxious about this.’

I nodded.

‘But’ she continued ‘I’ve heard that other patients, Ms Harvey and Ms Bradford, have been putting female makeup on you, with your consent, and then anally penetrating you with a sex aid, also with your consent.’

‘Yes’ I said blushing, feeling very humiliated. Who’d told her?

‘Hmm. Look, I propose that the next stage of your treatment will be gender reassignment therapy, to begin the process of making you transgender- feminising you. We feel that this will help you a lot with the identity issues that create such anxiety for you. I will also prescribe some medication.’

‘No’ I said ‘no, I definitely don’t want to become a woman, that’ll make me feel even more anxious. This makeup thing – it was their idea, and I just went along with it, for a bit of fun, but I don’t want to become a woman.’

‘I’m sorry, but since you are sectioned, you have to accept the treatment we give you – in your best interest, and to deal with your ongoing mental health issues, that mean you having to have hospital treatment at public expense. This will sort this problem out.’

‘No....’ I pleaded, ‘but the doctor turned back to her computer screen, indicating that the interview was over.

I rushed from the room, nearly in tears.

There was nothing I could do, the treatment commenced immediately.  I feel deeply shamed and humiliated by the idea of being turned into a woman, but I couldn’t deny that it turned me on as well. And that part of me, a small, repressed part, embraced the idea of becoming a woman, as if it really was my true destiny. Indeed, the two parts of me, which you might call the conscious and unconscious sides, were at war with each other.  Being forced to undergo gender reassignment therapy, and not having any choice, did mean that I could absolve myself of any responsibility in the matter. There was simply no point in me trying to be manly or macho now, it was taken out of my hands. I could never be manly or macho again. Well not unless I made an escape from the hospital, I thought to myself. Maybe that’s what I should do. But I consoled myself with the thought that they would catch me anyway. Me on the run?  I just couldn’t imagine it. So, I began treatment, which meant lessons with a psychologist on thinking and acting like a woman. Though, the medication that Dr. Bingham had prescribed, which I just thought was an anti-depressant, was actually female hormone tablets. The hospital had enlisted Helen and Gwen to officially help in my treatment. Which meant seeing them regularly for them to make me up, and dress me like a woman, for which they were allocated a small budget. Needless to say, they were delighted with this: something they wanted to do to me anyway, for whatever reasons, now had official sanction. They also enjoyed, as I did myself, regularly fucking me with the strap-on. As part of my therapy, I was to spend as much time as possible dressed as a woman, building up to going out in public dressed like this, and be able to successfully pass as a woman. Something that filled me with foreboding, as well as being a secret fantasy, one that I’d harboured for years without ever telling anyone.

The medication which was, as I said, unknown to me, actually hormone treatment, was beginning to have some effect after only a few weeks: my breasts swelling, with bigger, more sensitive  nipples; less body hair and softer skin and smaller cock. How I hated, and was confused by, these changes, which I assumed must be psychologically driven, though it also aroused me to see my body becoming increasingly female. My hair was now quite long, since the doctor had instructed me not to cut it, and it was styled by Helen, a trained stylist. Then there was my shrinking penis and balls, which caused me much consternation and shame. But I had no idea why all this was happening, had no inkling that it was the medication the doctor had prescribed that was causing it.

5/A Clothes’ Shopping Expedition

It was my first outing with Gwen and Helen, dressed as a woman. I was dressed by the two women in a fitted black jacket, pink, frilly blouse and tight, above the knee skirt, with dark stockings, and black four inch heeled stilettoes. I’d had lessons from them in walking in high heels. Made up with bright red lipstick, and heavy eye makeup, including vivid blue eyeshadow. A pair of long, dangly earrings completed the look, which to me was like a cross between a drag act and a streetwalker, though Gwen and Helen assured me that I looked like an ordinary woman. I felt so thrilled to be so dressed, anyway, and was completely turned on by the idea of going out in public dressed as a woman, though very scared also.

I felt so nervous walking along the street, after we’d been dropped off by hospital transport in a nearby car park, expecting a hostile response from every passer-by, which wasn’t forthcoming.

We went into a big department store, and I caught the security guard eyeing me suspiciously as we walked in. We immediately located the female clothing section.

‘We need to get you some new outfits’ Gwen was saying – ‘you desperately need, new female clothes.’

‘I could do with some male clothes actually’ I said, angrily.

‘Don’t even think about it – your therapy programme won’t allow it. We’ll be in big trouble if you return to the hospital with male clothes instead of female ones.’

I then had the humiliation of having enter a female changing room, to try on new clothes selected by Gwen and Helen, which definitely erred on the slutty side, and go out and parade in front of them, and the watching female shop staff, of course, which I found almost exquisitely embarrassing and humiliating. Surely, they could tell I wasn’t a real woman? Gwen and Helen been given a fairly generous budget by the hospital, and they selected a red and a blue satin blouse, a black pencil skirt, slit to above the knee, a tarty PVC mini skirt and a houndstooth check, tweedy number. We also went to the underwear section and bought black, sheer and seamed stockings, lacey suspender belts, panties and bras, in the most girly colours and designs, such as shocking pink, with bows and flowers over them. The process was actually highly arousing, and really did make me feel more feminine, and part of me couldn’t wait to try the new clothes on when we got back, though another part of me aggressively decried the whole business, and wanted to return to being a bloke.

6/Surprise Encounter at The Night Club

A few days later, as part of the therapy again, Gwen and Helen took me out, in full drag, to a night club. Sitting at table in the dimly lit club, again feeling very ill at ease, but using   gin and tonics to help overcome my feelings of impending doom, I was propelled by the mischievous Gwen into dancing with a man who’d been trying to chat me up. Though I definitely didn’t want to, but I felt I had no choice, especially since I’d chosen to take a non-speaking role, because I didn’t want my true gender identity exposed. Now, I was awkwardly trying to dance with a guy, who, despite my efforts to keep a distance between us, was only too keen to take any opportunity to get up close and personal, and touch me in any way he could.

It was fairly easy to keep him at bay while they played fast songs, but not easy at all when they suddenly played Strangers in the Night, a romantic ballad. The man, who introduced himself as Greg, began pressing himself to me in an attempted smooch. What could I do, but try to go along with it, while keeping him at a certain distance? I was terrified that he’d find out that I was really a man, as he pressed his body into mine, hands trying to grope me. I pushed him away, while still attempting to dance. Well, I just didn’t want to create a scene or appear odd in any way. He pushed his face into mine, and tried to kiss me. I pulled my face back from his and pushed him away with attempted gentleness.

‘You’re so sexy’ he breathed, which I must admit I did find flattering, as well as mystifying-

‘Let’s go outside’ be breathed into my ear.

‘No’ I said, ‘I can’t.’

‘Can’t or won’t. You’re gagging for it, I can tell.’

He then unexpectedly thrust his hand at my crotch, and tried to caress me. But what he found made him suddenly pull his hand back.

‘You’re really a bloke’ he said. ‘God, you’re very convincing, you had me fooled. Now, do you want everyone here to know you’re a bloke dressed as a woman – if you don’t then suck me off outside.’

Well, I most definitely didn’t want him to publicly announce that I was a man dressed as a woman, so, confused and anxious, I let him lead me outside, and dropped to my knees in the darkness before him, as if I done such a thing many times before, which I hadn’t, as he took his cock from his trousers.

I’d never sucked a man off before, and it was totally repugnant to me, but I went at it as enthusiastically as I could, and was ashamed and surprised, to find my own cock becoming hard as I did so, taking the full force of his cum in my mouth, though a lot dripped onto my chin and down my blouse.

‘Thanks darling’ the man said ‘you’re lucky I’m an opened minded sort of chap – a lot of men would be very angry when they found out what you really were. You’re very convincing I must say – you look and seem just like a real woman.’

With that he disappeared, leaving me to clean myself up as best I could, before making my way back to Gwen and Helen.

They looked at me –

‘Shit, Nikki’ which was their new name for me ‘we didn’t expect you take the guy outside, what happened?’

I angrily told them, and they giggled –

‘Well, the transformation’s working that’s for sure.’ Gwen said ‘I bet you enjoyed giving your first blow job - first of many!’

‘I most certainly didn’t’ I said, yet the way my cock had nearly burst from my panties, and the thrill I got from thinking of my humiliation, told me differently.

7/His Fate is Sealed

Of course, what had happened got to the psychiatrist’s ears, through Gwen and Helen’s report of the evening.

‘I hear that you engaged in sex with a man when you were out with Gwen and Helen’ she said. ‘How did you find this?’

‘I didn’t have sex with him. I only had oral sex because he threatened to out me publicly – that I was really a woman. How did I find it? Repellent, but the humiliation that was a bit of a turn on, and that’s all it is – the humiliation aspect. I’m not really gay at all.’

‘Hmm – that’s very interesting. So, you enjoy being humiliated? So, did engaging in sexual activity with this man make you feel better about yourself? Do you feel less anxious, and truer to your real identity, as a woman?’

‘No, I feel worse, I’d rather be a man. And I was under great duress.’

‘But you weren’t very happy as a man, were you? And you said that you didn’t feel like a real man. Maybe having a female identity is better for your mental health.’

I didn’t know how to honestly answer this. I knew that it would be hard now to go back to being a man anyway. Did I feel any better, less anxious, as a woman than a man? Well, being a pretend woman had given me a whole new set of anxieties, but I didn’t miss the constant pressure to be manly though.  But now I had pressure to be real woman. But the fact that that night in the club, a man had assumed I was a woman, was progress I supposed. I didn’t tell the doctor any of this, I just said –

‘I’m not sure. I miss being a man, and don’t really feel like a woman at all.’

‘I think it’s real progress that you were able to pass as a woman, so much that a man wanted to have sex with you, and you actually engaged with him sexually – you must have found this an attractive prospect. Wouldn’t you like to able to have proper sex with a man like a real woman would? Therefore, I am proposing you have surgery, to make you fully a woman, and you will go onto the surgical ward for this.’

‘No’ I said ‘I don’t want that, definitely not.’

‘I don’t think you’re in position to know what’s in your own best interest, so we will decide that.’

She dismissed me by looking at her computer screen, again, and I walked, shocked, from the office.

God, I felt numb. Could they really do this to me? Well they obviously could if they wanted to, but surely, they wouldn’t. But the doctor had seemed clear: this was, in her opinion, the correct treatment for my problems, and I didn’t have any say in the matter. Well, how could my opinion be valid when I was mentally-ill. That’s why I was in hospital, sectioned.  Later I wondered what I could do about the situation, and all I could think of was to run away, away from this place. But how long would I last before they found me. But what resources would they be prepared to spend looking for someone like me, who wasn’t exactly a menace to society?

Hmm – I began to think of escape, by no means sure that this was the best option, but what else could I do? Try to change the doctor’s mind, but when did a psychiatrist ever take any notice what one of her patients thought?

8/Escape

I stood on a street corner, next to a grimy alley. I didn’t look much different than any of the other tarts who hung around this place, in my six-inch heels, dark stockings, very short pvc skirt, and little leopard skin jacket over low cut, tight, scarlet satin top, that showed of my now fairly substantial bust. My hair hung down to my shoulders in peroxided ringlets, and my face was made up heavily, almost like a drag artist, which I supposed I was in a way. Though, the regular hormones had changed my man masquerading as a woman status quite a lot – now I had genuine breasts, curves, softer hair and skin, a lack of body hair, and a higher pitched voice. Did I really Feel like a woman though? Hmm. Well, my anxiety meant that I always felt a bit of a fraud, and I had certainly felt a fraud as a man.  So, I supposed I did feel a bit more comfortable in my skin as woman. Just then a car drew up.

I went over to it, as the driver wound down the window –

‘You doing business, darling?’ the driver asked.

He was about forty, not bad looking. I noticed the wedding ring on his finger.

‘Yes’ I said, trying not to stumble in my heels as I walked towards the car window. I felt quite scared, but I had no option but to try and go through with this. I was actually still a man, with a cock, since I’d fled the hospital before the operation. And now said cock, although shrunken by the hormones, was hard inside my silken panties.

‘I only do blow jobs’ I said nervously, my voice noticeably more feminine than before the hormone tablets - ‘twenty pounds.’

‘I want a fuck’ the man said bluntly – irritated. ‘You haven’t got some disease or something, have you?’ his eyes narrowing.

‘No, I’m completely clean, honestly’ I tried to keep the entreaty out of my voice – but I was desperate for money to pay my hotel bill, and to eat.

‘All right, give us a blow job, darling, but make it a tenner.’

‘Ok’ I said meekly, not feeling I had much choice.

‘Where shall we go?’

‘Down the alley’ I indicated a grimy thoroughfare between two buildings, just behind me.

I walked down, turning, to see the man get out of his car and follow me. He wasn’t bad looking, though that didn’t matter. it was the humiliation that turned me on, so an ugly, fat bloke would have been even better. Anyway, I wasn’t doing this for pleasure, and was too nervous anyway, but through sheer necessity. However, I had to admit that the risky nature of what I was doing, as well as the total degradation of it, was even more of a turn on in a way.

I walked down the alley to where it was quite dark, and knelt in the stinking puddles and mess, my skirt rising around my waist.

The man’s cock, jumped out, as he opened his fly – he was fully hard. I took it in my mouth, my red lipstick stained lips around it.

As he was about to cum, he pulled his slimy member quickly from my mouth and directed a stream of white spunk into my made-up face, where it dripped down my chin and onto my jacket.

He dropped a ten-pound note onto the litter strewn ground- I should have made sure he gave me the money beforehand, but I’d been too nervous - and turned and walked off without speaking, zipping his trousers up as he went. I’d been no more to him than an orifice into which he could relieve himself, and this seemed to arouse me even more.

I mopped at my face with a tissue – the man’s cum was everywhere - up my nose, in my eyes, down my jacket and inside my blouse. God, this was so degrading, at least he hadn’t tried to rape me I thought. Yes, totally degrading, but yet – I could feel my cock throbbing between my legs, it was such a turn on for me. Was I really gay after all? Yet I still fancied women, even if all I could now think of was them dominating and humiliating me.

Back in the hotel, I counted my money, and wondered if I would be able to do what I’d just done again. I wasn’t sure that I could, it was too scary. Imagine what would happen if a punter found out that I wasn’t a real woman, and took exception to this. It was scary, but I had to admit, as my cock began growing at the thought of repeating what had just occurred, this made it even more exciting. My rational self, though, saw that the whole thing was completely gross, shaming and dangerous. As well as the fact that ten pounds a time was hardly worth the risk and effort.

9/Return Home

It was with much trepidation that I alighted from the bus and walked towards, what had once been anyway, my house. Where I expected to find my Diane, my wife. My wife who’d been responsible for everything that had happened to me. In fact, I wondered if it had all been part of some wicked plot. I opened the door, and there she stood, my lovely wife, looking even sexier than ever in fact, even slutty, in a red mini skirt, six-inch heels and stockings; and tight, low cut white blouse; heavily made up, with a flattering short haircut that showed off her high, film star cheekbones. How I ached for her. Ached for what I couldn’t have.  How I still fancied her, but then I heard a deep, rough male voice calling from inside the house -

‘Who is it Di?’

‘Look, I’m busy right now, can you come back later.’ She said to me tersely.

‘Is this what this was all about? – having me committed to a mental hospital, so that you can carry on with your boyfriends.’

‘Look – this isn’t the place to talk at the moment – but you had to go into hospital, you were just too ill to be at home.’

‘But do you know what that doctor wanted to do to me -they wanted to turn me into a woman. And they bloody well have’, my voice sounded ridiculously high pitched to me.

‘Come back tonight at eight, and we can talk.’

With that she closed the door in my face.

Hurt and angry, I turned and walked back down the path, my heels clicking on the concrete. Frustrated by the small steps I wished I could take off the heels and tight skirt. I cursed Doctor Bingham for what she’d done to me. Though even as I cursed her, I felt myself becoming hard.

I had to admit that it would difficult now to imagine going back to being man – the rough, unflattering, uncomfortable clothes; the cropped hair. Not being able to wear makeup or pretty, tactile clothes.

‘But I’m a bloke’ I muttered, I don’t like that sort of thing anyway. But, again, the hardness between my legs drew the lie to that.

Anyway, I went back to see my wife at eight, as agreed, and she answered the door, looking none too happy –

‘Come in she said’ tersely. She seemed tense, not at all pleased to see me, and when I entered the living-room, I saw why. Doctor Bingham was sitting in an arm chair, along with two male nurses and two police officers-

‘No’ I cried ‘no, I’m not going back. I’m not having the operation.’

But before I could say any more, the police officers grappled me to the floor. A syringe flashed, and I quickly became drowsy as the injection took effect. Unable to struggle, I was half carried out to a waiting ambulance.

10/The Operation

I lay on the operating table, doped up again, barely awake. But I glimpsed Doctor Bingham, and the flash of a scalpel in her hand. I thought how sexy she looked, and the last thing I remember before falling unconscious, was my cock becoming erect.......

11/Aftermath -Now it All Makes Sense

I entered the room, dressed in a little black, PVC mini dress, with a frilly white apron, and a pink bow in my blonde ringleted hair. Mincing on six high heels, that made me almost walk on tiptoe. Looking very feminine beneath heavy makeup, with bright pink lipstick. I carried some glasses of fine wine on a silver tray, struggling not to stumble and drop them. My nails were long and pink, matching my lipstick, which made holding the tray even harder.

I teetered across the room, past small groups of mostly women, but some men, chatting animatedly, though everyone ignored me as if I was invisible, but that didn’t stop men, and women, groping me as I passed. I walked, as directed, across to two women -older, sexily dressed women, who were engaged in a seemingly intimate conversation. As I got nearer, I realised that I recognised these two ladies, knew them well, in fact. It was Diane, my wife and Dr. Bingham.

‘Ah here she is, not before time’ Dr. Bingham, her blonde hair now framing her thin face, her cold blue eyes softened by mascara, and wearing a beautiful dark red dress, and soft black leather jacket, her long, black stockinged legs ending in a pair of killer heels.

‘Yes, she’s always been slow’ my wife laughed ‘steady and reliable, but slow and boring’. She giggled again, taking a glass of wine from the tray.

‘Are you ready to supervise her services Dr. Bingham?’ Diane asked.

‘Yes, I’m ready. Bring your husband through, now we can get things going. I believe all the paying guests have arrived.

My wife then clipped a leather collar around my neck, with a chain attached –

‘Get on your hands and knees you fucking wanker’ her voice suddenly cold and cruelly dominant.

I was led along on all fours, my cosmetically enhanced tits nearly bobbing from my dress, exposing my sensitive brown nipples my, still present, if now tiny, cock, throbbing in its surgical restraint, the butt plug in my arse buzzing away discretely.

I was led through to a back room, where Dr. Bingham stood in the middle, surrounded by men, and women, seated around the walls.

‘Your fees enable each of you to order the sissy to do as you wish, and she will gladly comply with your demands’ she announced.

My wife had disappeared, but she now appeared, clad only in a basque, suspenders, stockings and heels, and I was very surprised to see her followed by Gwen and Helen in similar outfits-

‘The sissy here will suck your cocks and get them hard, before you enter whichever woman you choose – it’s all included in our Executive Service.’ Dr. Bingham said ‘you can also piss in the sissy’s mouth, use her as a cum dump or fuck her – whatever you wish.’

I was grabbed roughly, pulled down before a black guy, with a massive erection. I knew what I had to do, and, like one of Pavlov’s dogs, sucked at his cock, until he became hard, then I watched as he penetrated my wife’s fanny from behind, and listened to her moans.

‘Fuck me good’ she yelled ‘my sissy bitch husband can’t satisfy me.’

I felt my little nub of a penis become rock hard and press against he spikes of its restraint, as Gwen and Helen were similarly penetrated, Gwen by a woman wearing a huge black strap-on, while Dr. Bingham looked on, a smile playing around her red lips.

Now it all began to make some sense.
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